A           BRUSH           WITH           REFUGEES

it pointed straight at the man's heart. The great,
broad face of the refugee glistened with perspiration.
He stared down at the revolver and his fleshy counten-
ance took on a trapped expression. Breathing heavily,
he shifted his eyes to meet the Major's, and read there
only a cold implacable determination to carry out the
threat. With one final look in which the token of
his surrender was accompanied by a blaze of fury,
he stepped back and commenced to drag the two
white horses out of the Major's path. Revolver in
hand, the Major followed him till the wagon had been
backed for some distance, which in the congested
state of the road was not a simple matter. The red-
haired pair exchanged one parting glare of mutual
enmity. Then the Major returned to his truck.

After this delay, which had been responsible for the
loss of another invaluable five minutes, the Battery
column moved slowly forward again. From now
onwards the Major stood up in his truck, one hand
on the windscreen and the other, still brandishing the
revolver, waving the refugees aside whenever they
impeded his passage. This manoeuvre achieved some
effect. It checked the tendency of drivers to cut in,
and the column progressed at a more even rate, if
no faster, than before. Finally they reached a sunken
road, where they were to turn oft in the direction of
the battery area. Some distance along this they
halted while the Major and the reconnaissance party
proceeded ahead to reconnoitre the Troop position.

It was now half-past seven. There existed no
possibility of the Battery getting into action before
eight-thirty, the earliest. The probability was that it
would be nine o'clock. Leaving the Troop Commanders
to lead the guns to the selected positions in adjacent
fields and orchards, the Major drove off to R.H.Q. to
interview the Colonel. He was still fuming with anger
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